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Yet’fisnotmadnefle. Where’s Anthomo then, 

I could not findc him at the Elephant, 

Yet there he was, a nd there I found this credite, 

Thac he did range the townc to feeke me out. 

His councell now might do me golden lcruice. 

For though my foule difputes well with my fence, 

That this may be l'omccrror.but no madnefTc, 

Yet doth this accident and flood of Fortune, 

So farre exceed all inflance, all difeourfe, 

Thac i am readie to diftruft mine eyes. 

And wrangle with my rcafon chat perfwades me 
To any other truft, but that I am mad. 

Or clfe the Ladies mad; yet if'twere fo, 

She could not fway her lioufe, command her followers, 
Take, and giue backe affayres, and their difpatch, 

With fuch a fmooth, difcrcet, and liable bearing 
As I percciue fhe do’s: there’s fomething in’t 
That is deceiueablc. But hecrc the Lady comes. 

Enter Oltuia, And Priefil. 

Ol. Blame not this ha fle of mine: if you mcane well 
Now go with me, and with this holy man 
Into the Chantry by: there before him. 

And vnderneath that confecrated roofe, 

Plight me the full a durance of your faith. 

That my mod iealious, and too doubtfull foule 
May liue at peace. He fhall concealc it. 

Whiles you are willing it fliall come to note. 

What time we will our celebration kcepe 
According to my bitth, what do you fay ? 

Self. lie follow this good man, and go wirh you. 

And hauing fworne truth, eucr will be true. 

O/.Thcn lead the way good father,& heauens fo (Line, 
That they may faitely note this a#e of nvne. Ixemit. 

Finis AHtu Quart to. 


Pbelfelh(i^bt > or > Wh at you mil. 


Bus Quintus. Scena ‘Prima. 


Enter Clattne and Fabian. 

Fab. Now as thou lou’ftme,letmefcchij Letter. 

Clo. Good M.F<j£/<**,grant me anotherrequeft. 

Fab. Anything. 

Clo. Do not dehre to fee this Letter. 

Fab. This it to giue a dogge,and in recompence defire 
my dogge againc. 

Enter Duke, Violet, (fiurio, and Lords . 

Duke. Belong you to the Lady friends? 

Clo, I fir, we arc fomc of her trappings, 

Duke. I know thee well: how doeftthou my good 
Fellow ? 

Clo. Truely fir, the better for my foes, and the worfe 
for my fricnds.i 

Dm. Itift the contrary: the better for tfiy friends. 

Clo. No fir,thc worfe. 

Du. How can that be ? 

Clo. Marry fir,they praife me, and make an afle of me, 
now my foes tell me plainly, I am an Aflc: fo thac by my 
foes fir, I profit in the knowledge of my felfc, and by my 
friends I am abufed: fo that conclufions to be as kifles,if 
your fourc negatiues make your two affirmatiues, why 
then the worfeformy friends, and the better for my foes. 


Site. Why this is excellent! ~ ’ 

Clo. By my troth fir, no: though it pleafe 
one of my friends. ^ Ut °bc 

L>u. Thou (halt not be the worfe for me tU • 

Clo. But that it would be double dealing, *t 5 S 0 ' 1 
you could make it another, ° ’ a ' v °u 

Du. Oyougiuemeillcounfell. 

Clo. Put your grace in your pocket fir fnr.k: 
and let your flelh and blood obey it. * w ° n tt, 
Du. Wcll.Iwillbefomuchafinncrtobea^ l, 

dealer t there’s another. “°uble 

Clo. Primo , fecundo, tertio y is a good plav ana l 
faying is, the third payes for all: the triplex fir • thc °^ 
tripping meafure, or the belles of S. Bemet fi r ’ '* * g0 ° 
you in mindc, one, two, three. * ma y pi 

Du. You can foole no more money out of m 
throw: if you will let your Lady know I am here! 

b«»!y (i.Shw. ri ° S hcr ,lon£ with r°“> 11 a»»& 

Clo. Marry fir, lullaby to your bountietill T 
gen. I go fir, but I would not haue you to think V 1 
my defire of hauing is thefinneofcouetoufnefl'r f ‘ ha 

you fay fir, let your bounty take a nappe, I will 1. , ,! 
anon. ri' awakei 

Exit 

Enter Anthonio and Officers. 

Vio. Here comes the man fir, that did reflut 
Dn. That face of his I do remember well 
yet when 1 faw it laft, it was befmear’d 
As blacke as Vuican, in the fmoakc ofwarre; 

A bawbling Veffeil was lie Captaine of, 

For (hallow draught and bulkc vnprizab!*, 

With which fuch fcathfull grapple did he make 
With the mod noble bottomc of our Fleets 
That very enuy, and the tongue oflofle 
Cride fame and honor on him: What's the matter? 

I Offt. Or fin o., this is that Anthonio 
That tookc the Phoenix, and her fraught from Cauls 
And this is be that did the Tiger boord, ' 

When your yong Nephew Titus loft his legge; 

Heerc in the ftreets, defperate offhamc and llate 
In priuate brabble did we apprehend him. 

Vto, He did me kindnefie fir, drew on my fide 
But in conclufion put ftrange fpeech vpon roe, ‘ 

I know not what 'twas, but diftra#ion. 

D«. Notable Pyrare, thou falt-waterThcefe, 

What foolifb boldnefle brought thee to their mercies, 
Whom thou in termes fo bloudic t and fo dccre 
Baft made thine enemies ? 

Ant. Orpng „• Noble fir. 

Be pleas d that I (hake offthefe names you giue met: 
Authonio neueryec was Thecfe,or Pyratc, 

Though I confeflc, on bafeand ground enough 
Orjino's enemie. A witchcraft drew me hither: 

That moft ingratefull boy there by your fide, 

Fi om the rude feas enrag’d and foamy mouth 
Did 1 redeems: a wrackcpafthopche was: 

His life^ gaue him, and did thereto adde 
My loue without retention, or reflraint. 

All his in dedication. For his fake t 
Did \ expofemy felfe (pure for his loue) 

Into the danger of this aduerfeTowne, 

Drew to defend him, when he was befet: 

Where being apprehended, his falfc cunning 
(Not meaning to partake with me in danger) 

Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance. 


Am 



Twife ZNjght, nr. Whatyou will 


27? 


^-- remouedthing . 

A°^ reW ,id winke : denide memine owne purfc, 

^rhile 011 , re comtnendcd c0 his vfc, 

W^n hourc before. 

How can this be ? 

5* When came he to this Towne ? 

day my Lord : and for three months before, 

n ot a minutes vacancie, 
tf°'i a n d night did we keepe companie. 

Born a-l £j>wr 0ilU!a aK j attendants. 

Heerc comes the Councetre, now heauen walkcs 

r !w fellow* fellow thy words arc madnefle, 
gutf ° r nnrhes this youth hath tended vpon mee, 

Thf{e r^ l" anon. Take him afide. 

BU nT What would my Lord, but that he may not hauc, 
wherein O’.wa may feeme feruiccablc? 

IfL, you do not kce P e pron “ rc Wlth mc * 

'ffio. Madam: 

Du Gracious Oliuia, . 

MW hat do you fay Ccfiafiot Good my Lord. 

Vfi. a My Lord would fpeake.my dutie huflies me. 

01 ' if it be ought to tb?old tune my Lord, 
i is as fat and fullome to mine ears 

As howling after Mvficlte. 

£>*. Still fo cruell? 

Ol. Still fo eonftant Lord. 

What to peruerfenefle i you vncimll Ladie 
To whofeingrate, and vnaufpicious Altars 
Mv foule the faithfull’ft offrings haue breath d out 
That ere deuotioiucnder’d. What fhall Ido? 

01 Euenwhatitpleafemy Lord,that fhal beeom him 
Du. Why fhould I not, (had I the heart to do it) 

Like to th'Egyptian theefe, at point of death 
Kill what 1 loue: (a fauage iealoufie. 

That foroetime faiiours nobly) but hcarc me this: 

Since you to non-rcgardance call my faith. 

And that I partly know the inftrument 

That ferewes mc from my true plice in your fauour : 

Liueyouthe Marble-brefted Tirant ftill. 

But this your Minion, whom I know you loue. 

And whom, by heauen I fwearc, I tender decrcly, 

'Him will I teare out of that cruell eye, 

Where he fits crowned in his mafters ipight. 

Conic boy with me, my thoughts are npe in miichicfe; 
Ilefacrifice the Lambe that I do loue. 

To fpight aRauens heart within a Doue. 

Vio. And I mofl iocund,apt, and willinglie, 

To do you reft, athoufand deaths would dye. 

01. Where goes fiefiarto { 

Ho. After him I loue. 

More then J loue tliele eyes, more then my life. 

More by all mores, then ere I fhall loue wife. 

Ifl do feigne, you witnefle* aboue 
Punifh my life, for tainting of my loue. 

01. Aye me detefted, how am I beguil’d ? 

Z^>.Who does beguile you? who does do you wrong? 
01. Haft thou forgot thy felfe i Is it fo long? 

Call forth the holy Father. 

Du. Come, away. 

Ol, Whether my Lord ? Cefiario , Husband, flay. 

Dk. Husband ? 

Ol. I Husband. Can he that deny ?i 
Da. Her husband, firrah ? 

Vto. No my Lord, not I. 

Ol. Alas, it is the bafenefle of thy fcare. 


That makes thee ftrangle thy propriety: 

Fearc not Cefiario, take thy fortunes vp. 

Be that thou know’ft thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear’ft. 

Enter prtejl, 

O welcome Father: 

Father, I charge thee by thy rcuerence 
Heerc to vnfold, though lately we intended 
To keepe in darkeneffe, what occafion now 
Reucales before ’tis ripe: what thou doft know 
Hath newly paft,becweenc this youth, and me, 

Priefl. A Contra# of eternal! bond ofloue, 

Confitm'd by mutuall ioynder ofyour hands, 

Attefied by the holy clofe of lippes, 

Strcngthned by enterchangement ofyour rings, 

And all the Ceremonie cf this compa# 

Seal’d in my funftion, by my teftimony: 

Since when, my watch hath told me, toward my graue 
I haue trauail d but two houres. 

< 7 )#. O thou diffembling Cub: what wilt thou be 
W hen time hath low’d a grizzle on thy cafe ? 

Or will not elfe thy craft lo quickely grow, 

1 hat thine owne trip (hall be thine ouerthrow : 

Farewell, and take her, bur dircdl thy feete. 

Where thou, and I (henceforth) may neucr meet: 

Pio. My Lord, I do proteft. 

Ol. Odonorfweave. 

Hold little faith, though thou haft too much fearc. 

Enter Sir Andrew. 

And. For the loue of God a Surgeon, fend one pre¬ 
sently to fit Tobjt. 

Cl. What’s the matter ? 

And. H’as broke my head a-crofle, and has giuen Sir 
Toby a bloody Coxcombe too : for the loue ofGod your 
helpe, I had rather then forty pound I were at home. 

Ol. Who has done this fir Andrew ? 

And. The Counts Gentleman, one Cefiario: we tooke 
him for a Coward, but hce’s the verie diuell .incardinatc. 
Du. My Gentleman Cefitriol 

And. Odd's lifelingsheere he is: you broke my head 
for nothing, and thac chat I did, I was fet on to do’t by fir 
Toby. 

Vio. Why do you fpeake to me, I neuer hurt you: 
you drew your iword vpon me without caulc,; 

But I bcfpakc you faire, and hurt you not. 

Enter Toby and Clowne. 

And. If a bloody coxcombe be a hurt, you haue hurt 
me: I thinke you fee nothing by a bloody Coxecombc. 
Heerc comes fir Toby halting, you fhall hcarc more: but if 
he had not beencin drinkc, hec would hauctickcl’d you 
other gates then he did. 

Du. How now Gentleman? how ift with you ? 

To. That’s all one,has hurt me,atvd there’s th’cnd on’t: 
Sot, didft fee Dickc Surgeon, fot ? 

Clo. O he s drunkc fir Toby an houre agone : his eyes 
were fet at eight i'th morning. 

To. Then he’s a Rogue,and a paffy meafures panyn : I 
hate a drunken rogue. 

Ol, Away with him ? Who hath made this hauockc 
with them ? p 

And. lie helpe you fir 7*^/,becaufe we’ll be dreft to¬ 
gether. 

To. Will you helpe an Afle-head, and a coxcombe,8c 
a knaue: a thin fac’d knaue, a gull ? 

OL 


















































































